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To 
HAROLD and STUART 

My Two Wee Men, with love most true 
These Rhymes I dedicate to you. 
Enjoy them, then, while yet you may 
Throughout your childhood's happy day^ 
And when your little feet shall roam 
To distant places far from home, 
Let not the love you then may know 
Exclude that of the long ago ; — 
Within your hearts e'er keep a placey 
That Mother^ s memory may grace. 




CONTENTS 



Whes Grandmamma was Little 


11 


My Birthday .... 


. 17 


BOYOLOGY .... 




. 21 


Whkn r.\i Big . 




. 25 


MOTHIOR .... 




. 29 


Land o' Drea-MS 




. 35 


Ills LiTTi.K Iron Man 




39 


Sick 




45 


AuntJaxb 




4» 


Lndependence . 




55 


Mother's Aftkknoon-at-Home 


ris 


The Crabs . . . 


65 


Having Your Picturb Taken 


69 




73 


Thk Litti.b Girl NhxtIDoob . 


79 


DiSOBRDIESCB .... 


83 


Mother's Little Man . 




89 



ILLUSTRATIONS 

Her picture taken in the 

Bei&ame gown . ■ Frontispiece 

And lets us have, what do 
you think ! A reiU cop 
of tea . , . . Facing page 62 

She cornea right out and 

Btays till uoon . . " " 100 



As he sliogs o'er my shoul- 
der the old canteen 




when Grandmamma Was 

Little 




My Birthday 



My Birthday 



The one day out of all the reat 
I like the very, very best 
Ig that when I'm allowed to do 
Just anything that I want to. 
Then no one stops me, but all try 
To make me happy, and oh, my ! 
The lota of presents that I get, 
And bully things to eat, you bet I 
While my big brother doesn't care, 
But lets me take a double share : 
If I could only have the say 
I'd make it always my birthday. 
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When I'm Big 




Mother 





My daddy, 'course I love liim, too, 

Rut then, fioniL'liow, he vnnldn't 
The siiiiie, or evt-r come aa cl 

As mother does to me : 
^lie teaches me to say my prayers ; 

She tells me what is riglit — 
Why, oftentimes she'll come in twice 

To kiss her boy good-niglit I 






The Land o' Dreams 




His Little Iron Man 
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The crimson coat is peeling off, 

The ancient musket's bent, 
And in the regulation cap 

There yawns an awful rent ; 
And yet he will not give it up 

For any newer toy : 
'* We're too old friends to part,'' he 
says — 

'* Me and my Iron Boy." 
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Sick 
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Aunt Jane 




Independence 





It's (liis way ill our 1k»iis<. 
never 
Any r..om for litlle boy.^ ! 
Every IkkIv says forever 
" Oil, you're makiii;^ ti 
noise 1 " 
So that Dick and I've (leeidHl, 

If this thing keeps on, some day, 
('TwasiVt Dick that planned it: I 
did) 
We're just going to run away. 






Mother's Afternoon-at-Home 




And lets us have, what do you xHrxK ? A re.il uuh of tea. 
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The Crabs 




Having Your Picture Taken 




Company 




The Little Girl Next Door 
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My mother one day said to me 
That I should very careful be, 
And never, never, when at play, 

Touch anything to hurt me ; 
Good little girls, she said that day, 
Do 'xactly what their mothers say 
And if I only would obey 

Good luck would ne'er desert me. 
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And so I tried my very best, 
Because, as you have surely guessed, 
I really waoted, honest-true, 
To please my sweetheart- 
mother — 
But, oh, I don't believe she knew 
How you will sometimes long to do 
The very thing you oughtn't to — 
Just that thing and no other ! 
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So when I saw a queer-shaped ball 
All gray beside the garden wall, 
I kicked it, very gently — so — 

To find what might the thing be. 

How in the world was I to know 

'Twas full of horrid bees — and oh, 

That out of it they'd swarming go 

On purpose just to sting me ? 
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Mother's Little Man 




The Rag Man 
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The Rag Man 
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The awful'st man goes up our street, 
And oh, he scares me so ! 

Just every time I chance to meet 
Him face to face, you know ; 

Why you just bet I hold my breath 
And tear — hard as I can ; 

For he 'most frightens me to death 

That 

Big 
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Sister Sara Jane 
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She coMfis RrcHT out and stays t\ia. koon. 
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My Dog Trixy 





Harold's Lament 
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First some one sends liie down-stairs, 

and 

I run with might and main ; 
Before I'm half-way there it's turn 

And run up-stairs again I 
And sure as I go out to play, 

Or have a little fun, 
I'm called straight in : there's some- 
thing else 

A- waiting to be done I 
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The Naughty Little Girl 



Little Prattling-Tongue 



The Youngest 




Mrs. Spider 
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I Like My Dolly Best 




The Middle of the Night 
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The Middle of the Night 

Sometimes at night I get awake 

And all's so dark and still — 
Why Fra 'bout scared even to take 

A deep-down breath, until 
I peer 'round first and try to see 

If ev'rything's all right I 
For the terri blest things can be, — 

The Middle of the Night. 
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On the Stair 
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On the Stair 



A wee form nestles on the stair, 

Two eyes betraying 
The Sand-man has overtaken there 

Wee steps delaying. 
Too tired to mount the flight to bed, 
Dear little tumbled golden head, 
Just resting there a while instead, 

Through dreamland straying. 
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when Our Fathers Were 
Little Boys 




The New Brother 





The Way Mother Looked You 
Through and Through 
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The Way Mother Looked You Through 
and Through 

When you'd been knee-deep in mis- 
chief, and put yourself about, 
Trying in just every way you 
could, 
To hide it from your mother, so she 
wouldn't find it out, 
Or making up excuses if she 
should, ■ 

There came the trying moment when, 
standing at her knee, 
You could feel yourself a-turning 
kind of blue, 
While the chills begun a-chasing, 
firstone, then two, then three, — 
At the way she sort of looked you j 
through and through. 
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With your two eyes fastened down- 
ward, heart going pit-a-pat, 
And knees that kept a-knocking, 
knocking so, — 
Fingers all a-treml»ling till you al- 
most dropped your hat, 
Your one thought — could you only 
bolt and go I 
Conscience started pricking, in a 
most unhappy way. 
As the wonder and the terror 
slowly grew, 
So your lips refused to frame the 
lie you'd taught yourself to say, 
While your mother sort of looked 
you through and through. 
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How the room kept spinning round 
you, how the ache grew in your 
head I 
For the moment, it seemed ahuost 
good to die, 
Oh, surely — you were thinking — it 
were better you were dead 
As the shame of all you'd done 
1 slowly by. 
Then there came the happiest mo- 
ment that your life had ever 
known , 
Hard at first, but in the end the beat 

for you, 
The moment you confessed to her 
with a choking little moan, 
And forgiving mother looked you , 
tlirougli and through. 
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The Merry Little Fellow 
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Slumber Land 
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To all : " Good-night 1 " 
Two eyes shut tight 
And baby's bound for Slumber, 
The land where all tired chil- 
dren go, 
The land where white dream- 
flowers grow 
Beyond my art to number : 
Winks 
And blinks 
And nods all past — 
Mother's arms are sure and fast 
Off to Slumber Land at last, 
The moonlit Land of Slumber I 
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